
CAST OF CHARACTERS

TOM BLAKE. who has a sturdy
regard for the truth.

MR. AND MRS. BLAKE. his pa-
rents.

MVLRJORIE LAMPSON. Tom's
playmate. friend and sweetheart.

HARRY LA.MPSON. her brother.
MR. LAMPSON. her father.
ROGER LAMPSON. her unc!e.
JAMES SULLIVAN. a customer of
Roger Lampaon's firm.

LIZETTE FORTESCE. known to
the police as "'Light-Fingered
Liz."

SEVENTH STORY.
The champion, sword in hand, was de-

fending his lady love from the murderous
attack of the dragon.
The group of nurses lounging on the

park bench saw only 5-year-old Tommy
Blake and 4-year-old Marlorie Lampson.
playing with a very big and very friend-
ly collie. But Tommy, the champion.
knew better. He knew the dragon would
s-rely swallow Marjorie or drag her away
to its lair, unless her defender could
frighten away the monster with his
sword.
So while farjorie squealed with delight.

Tommy wielded the wooden sword right,
doughtily. shaking it in front of the bark-
ing collie's nose and assuring his little
playmate he would save her.

It was a wonderful game But present-
ly the collie tired of it and trotted away.
Tommy (thrilled at the triumphant
thought that he had vanquished the
dragon) gave chase. He had not run
three steps before his foot slipped and he
tumbled face downward in a very large
and very s:oppv mudpudde.
At once-even before the scream of hiE

horrified nurse reached his ears-he
c.ased to be a victorious warr:or and be-
came a verv badly scared little boy.
to be a vIcto-fous warrior arid became a
very badly scared little boy.
He realized that his new sIlk suit was

ruIned by the ma;d-that his mother had
warned himit, e careful to keep out of
the 1:rt-and that he was probably in for
a whippinz Wherefore. he howled dis-
ma::.v
The nurse swooped down upon him,

snatched him up from his miry resting
place. shlok him. and. amid loud volleys
of threats as to waht Mrs. Blake would
do when she sho :!d see hs spoiled newl
uit. dragged the squalling child home-

wa-d.
Mrs Blake was a thoroughly well-I

r-earing woman. In fact. she meant so
wel 'hat so 1:1 rot confine her well-
meaning to nor ovr. home. but tried to
,::sminate it among less lucky families.
That was why, at this moment, she

wam engaged in preparing an address
which she expected to read two rights
later before the Parents' Club. In her
ig :library she sat placidly scribbling

,7 preamble of her speech:
"I did not come prepared to speak

th:a evenirg." she wrote. laborously,I
h-:t the training of children Is a sub-

to which I have given-"
A shutting door. a sound of weeping.

th hurry of foosteps checked her flow
of !.Ipiration She laid down her pen
and turn'd with a frown toward the
'irarv doorway
"n the threshold appeli-ed the nurse

iii"'eidinz. half dragging the tearful
an' r"uddy child. At sight of the havoc
wr ght on Tom. new sit Mrs Blake
cr: tin sudden loss of temper:

you bad, bad boy' She what you've
dar.' You ought to be whipped and sent!
to ed How did this happen-

"v. you see. ma'arm." began the.
ri.rs "he was--"

I asked Master Tommy, not you,purse." intemrrp':'d the vexed mother.
"Tommy. tell me how th:s happened:
TeI me the truth. mind yo::. or Ill--"

It-it was this way." faltered Tommy,rnantully choking back his sobs. "I was
plring Saint George atd the Dragon.
And Marjorie was being the Maiden inDislress-!ke--like the way you read to
me And Laddie was the dragon. And I
made him run away. And I chased him.
And I fell down ard got all muddled
-: And I m awful sorry. Mamma. I
lidn' t mean to fa.1 down. And-"
So you disobeyed me and got dirty

after I warned you not to," broke in his
molher "You wicked boy. I--"

Bul." stammered Tommy, "I-I told
the t-uth. The way you said I alwaysl
m'st. And-"
Mrs. Blake interrupted his pitiful de-

fense by catching his shoulder in her!
strong hand and jerking him along in
her wake as she marched across to the
library book closet and flung open its
door.
Tommy understood now the terrible

punishment that was to be his. Like
many nervous and high-strung children
ho h-d an unreasoning horror of the
dark. For only ils very worst offenses
was he ever locked in this black closet.
Such imprisonment was anguish to him.
It was a torture as a'ute as for a hys-
teric'al "grownup" to be locked for the
night in a burial vault.
"Please. Mammna:" he wailed. clinging:

to the hand that pinched his tender little
arm so cruelly. 'Please: Please don't
put me there. I-I told the truth "

The slam of the door and the inrushi
of ghost-like dgirkness broke in on his
plea for mercy. He was a prisoner, in
the most awful prison ever devised by'
man-the prison of fear, Mrs. Blake re-
turned to her desk and began work once
mnore on her speech for the Parents'
Club.

Tom Blake had reached the mature age
of eleven. Marjorie Lampoon and her
brother. Harry, had come one afternoon
to the Blake house to talk over a matter
of tremendous import to all three of them
-no less an event than Tom's birthday
party which was to take place on the
following week, the most thrilling socisl'
event of the year to all three of them,
"Say!". Tom greeted them, 'Tm going?

to have a bicycle for my birthday! Hon-
eat I am!"
"No:" exclaimed Harry Lamnpson in

bpen-eyed envy,
"'Yes. I am, too, Papa says I am. Isn't

that grandI"
"Maybe he's only fooling you," sug-

gested the envious Harry.
"'No he Isn't either,"stoutly denied Tom.
"He told me so himself, And grown folks
always tell the truth. My papa does,
anyhow." be added, as Harry grinned,
'Isn't It wonderful that you're going

to have a bicycle?" laughed Marjorie in
del=ht, "I'm going to ask papa to get
me one. too. Then we mn take rides to-
ether."
"Huh!" grunted Harr'y in dartsso.
You're too much of a Ory-baby to ride
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"I wouldn't either." denied Marjorie
her eyes filling with tears at his gibe.
"You would so! You would so!" taunted

Harry. "See, you're getting ready to cr3
right now! Cry-baby! Cry-baby!"
And he wiggled'a scornful forefinger ir

front of her flushed little faOe.
"you let her alone' ordered Tom

"Quit teasing her."
"Shan't's mocked Harry. "She's ml

own sister. isn't she? I'll tease her anj
time I want to."
"Leave her be." commanded Tom. "I

you don't I'll-"
Harry showed his disregard for thi

warning by giving Marjorie's curls i
sharp tug. The little girl cried out iT
pain. With a yell of fury Tom launchet
himself on her tormenter. Harry, wh
found it much safer to tease girls that
to fight boys, turned and ran.
Around the library table dashed the nui

suer and the pursued. Harry dodged ai
Tom caught up with him and ducked un
der the latter's outflung arm.
Tom's list, missing its mark. struc!

fu' against the side of an antiqu
cloisonne vase that stood at one end o
the table. The vase-worth its weight il
gold-was the pride of Mr. Blake's heart
He had forbidden his son to lay so mucl
as a finger upon it.
At the impact of Tom Blake's f

the vase flew into the air, crashed dowi
upon the hardwood floor and lay there
smashed into fragments.
The catastrophe struck all three o

the children dumb with horror. Ther
as heavy foodsteps sounded. from Mi
Blake's adjoining study. Harry so fa
recovered his presence of mind as t
grab up his cap and run at top spee,
out of the room and out of the house
Mr Blake, drawn thither by the crash

sauntered into the library in housecoa
and slippers. In the doorway he paused
aghast at the tableau before him.

There on the floor lay his priceles
vase In atpms. Above it cowered th
two scared children-Tom and Marjorie
For an instant Mr. Blake stood gazinj
at the wreckage, his hard face slowl;
purpling with the wrath that swelled u]
in him.
"Torn!" he thundered at last
"Yessir," replied Tom in a very smal

voice.
"Who did that?" demanded his fathei

pointing dramatically at the ruined vase
The boy hesitated: then. drawing

long breath. he prepared to confess. Be
fore he could speak his father raspe
out fiercely:
"The truth, now! No lies!"
"I-I don't tell lies, sir," answered Tom
"I did, sir!" said Tom. "I was chas

ing--"
He got no further. His father kicke

of! one slipper, picked it up, caught th
wretched boy by the nape of the neck
flung him over the paternal knee and be
gan to rain blows upon him with the ful
force of a vigorous and anger-drivei
arm
The whipping hurt, excruciatingly. An

the fact that Marjorie was an appalle,
witness of It hurt a thou-sand times more
No man-be he eleven or oie hundred an.
eleven-can bear to be humiliated in th
eyes of the girl he loves.
Yet the fact that Marjorie witnense

his disgrace kept Tom from committin,
the weakness of crying under the pun
ishment. He kept his teeth tight clench
ed and choked back every sound. Hi
father. unable to make the boy cry, pile
the slipper all the harder. The tears wer
rollin4 down Marjorjs's own face. Bu
Tom wa~s dry-eyed.
At last the ordeal was over. Mr. Blak

shoved the tertured boy away from bir
and stamped out of the room. Maror!
ran up to Tom and caught his palt
clenched hands In hers.
"Tom!" she wailed. "Oh, Tom' To

poor, poor boy! I'm so sorry' But wh
did you tell hihi it was you that buste
the vase? Why didn't you say it wa
Harrv?"
"I-I had to tell him the truth," pant

ed the boy. 'There wasn't anything elm
to do."
"I don't see why," argued Marjor

"Harry was gone. Your papa wouldn
have dared to punish my papa's son, any
how., Why didn't you say-?"
"I wish I could have," he mutteree

"Bnut-it would have been a lie. And-"
Mr. Blake thrust his head back int

the library.
"Tom!" he snapped. "Because you dim

obeyed me and broke that vase you sha
not have a birthday party this year. An
you shall not have the bicycle I pron
sed you!"
He slouched back into his study t

nurse his anger, leaving Tom and Mar
forie staring in helpless dismay at eac
other,

It was Marjorie who broke the dun
founded silence.
"I thought you said your papa alway1

tells the truth." she whispered. "Hi
promised you that bicycle; and now-
"I-I guess I was mistaken." murmure<

Tom, dazedly. "The truth seems to be i
queer thing. I'm afraid I don't under
stand very much about it."
From the days wheu he had defende<

her from the collie-dragon, Tom Blaki
had loved Marjorie Immpson. Indeed, hi
could not remember when he had no'
loved her, Always, she had seemed t<
him as beaugtul and as necessary as the
sunshine itself. Even in his early teens--
at the age when boys pretend to despis<
girls-his love for Iser had not wavered
And now, at 21, it was no longer the

affection of a child for a chIld, but th<
whole-souled adoration of a man for
woman.
Marjorie had grown to slender, grace

ful young womanhood. 'Very pretty shb
was, and very winsome. To Tom she
was by far the most wonderful person ir
all the whole world.
And one evening he told her so.
It was during his senior year at the

university. He had but three month
more to study, After graduation he wa
to go into business with his father; and
from the very beginning, was to receive
& salary that seemed to him enough t<
marry on,
He and Harry Lampson were in the

same class at the university, But thei
childhood acquaintance had not ripene<
into friendship, In fact, between the twa
young fellows had sprung up one of thos<inexplicable dislikes that sometimes burn
fiercer than does a genuine grudge bre<
hatred. The lads had nothing in comn
mon. Tomn, for examule. was studious ancathletic, Harry was lazy and a leade:
of the avowef "sport" set in his class
However, beciss Harry was Marjori'
breb Tom tried, with some diniculty

to be etyil to him and hed even helped
more than ems get him out of rahei

serions scrsae Wth the university au.

thdritiee-whicb, for some reason, serva

merely to internsify Harry's disik to0

It was on the isening after his fatheihad promised to take him into the bust
-es that Tomn called en Iafjor'is witl

he good news, As she ce into the
lving 'm and moved forward to wel-

oehisemdsoadorably pr'ettahathtsM g

V

what he was doing, Tom caught her in his
arms and kissed her. * -

"Tom!" gasped the indignantly;
Y't-oddly enoug g no effort to
free herself.
"I'm sorry!" he pleaded, though with-

out releasing her "I didn't meas to.
Honestly, I didn't. I had a really splen-
did proposal all thought out. A proposal
all full of poetry quotations and remarks
about angel& and lilies and paradise and
all. But when I saw you, all I could
think of was that I love you-I love you-
I love you! Marjorte, darling, I love
you. I guess you've always known It. Do
-do you care anything at all about me?"
"Why. of course. I do." she hesitated, her
face hidden on his chest. "You know I
do. Tom. I've-Ive loved you as far back
as I can remember."
The arns about her slender body tight-

ened. She raised her flushed face. Their
eyes met and then their lips.

It was not a dramatic scene; not at all
eloquent or stirring. It was the simple
avowal of two people who loved each
other and who were proud to confess
that love as the most glorious thing in
both their lives.
"Anid, dear." said Tom, after a hall

hour of the delicious idiocies that lovers
consider such Infinitely wise conversa.
tion. "It won't have to be a long engage.
ment, either. Father promised me today
that he-"
Marjorie darted away from the clasp

of his arm.
"Dad's coming in," she warned him. "

heard his key in the front door. I know
he won't approve. Don't let's tell him-
yet."
"Why, little sweetheart!" Tom reas.

sured her. "He won't bite us. Besides
it's the only square thing-the on13
truthful thing-to do. We can't live a lie
He has the right to know."
"But-"
Mr. Lampson hearing voices In the

living room, strolled in. Harry. at his
iheels, caught sight of Tom and halted
irresolute. just outside the doorway.
"Good evening, Tom." Mr. Lampsor

cgreeted the caller, not over-cordially.
-Hello, little girl. Harry and I Just gol

f back from the train. I hope you didn't
iwait dinner for us."

"Mr. Lampeon," spoke up Tom, nerving
ihimself for the ordeal. "My father prom.
ised today to take me Into the business

twith him in June."
"I congratulate you." said IArnpso:

perfunctorily.
"That will mean." went on Ton, "tha1

I'll have good pay from the start; with
a prospect of a raise as soon as I make
good. And I'm going to make good. No-
only for father's sake and mine, but for
Marjorie's, too."
I "Mlarjorie's'" repeated Xampson is
mild displeasure. "What has Marjorie
to do with it?"
"I hope she will have everything to dc

with it," answered Tom.
"I don't understand you."
"Mr. Lampson." said Tom. "I have jusi

asked Marjorie to be my wife. Will you
malte us both very happy by giving your
consent? If you will let us marry as soon
as I go to work-"
"I a-m afraid I cannot consent to any-

thing of the sort," said Lampson, stiffly.
"I-"
"But Mr. Lanpson! You know all about

me. You know my parents. You know
Marjorie cares for me, that I shall be
able to support her, that-'
L "I know merely that I do not wish Mar-
jorie to marry you." returned Lampeon.
icoldly. "For that matter I do not wish
her to think of marrying anyone for sev.
eral years to come. She is very young
and-"
"Youth is a disease that time never yet

has failed to cure," protested poor Tom.
I "And if you insist, we will wait a year et

so; though I beg you won't insist. You-
you have no personal objection to me, I
hope"
I "I do not care to go into that questior
Iat all." said Lampoon. "It is enough fol
me to say that I cannot sanetion any an.I gagement between you and my daugh-

I ter."
"That means." flashed Marjorie. "that

you've been listening to more of Harrys
Istories about him. Harry's jealous o:
Tom. because Tom is popular and-'
i "That will do. Marjorie'" said her
father. "I don't care to discuss the mat.
ter. I positively forbid the engagement
And I forbid you to see Tom again. foi

gthe present. or to hold any sort of com.
I munication with him."

"Dad!"
t "I forbid it." he repeated, tersely. "Un
derstand that. pleese."
b "Mr. Lampon" broke out Tom. "thi
iIs unfair. If you have any objection tc
me. it is only honest to tell me what i
is. I--"
"I am not compelled to explain m:

imotives to every scatter-brained college
boy." said Lampoon. "My daughter i

Inot yet of age, and is therefore subjec
5to my wishes. I forbid her to see you
again. And I forbid you to call here
Good night."
5 Tom looked appealingly at Marjorie
But the girl was white and trembling
He knew the awe in which she held he

t austere father and saw she lacked th
courage to defy him for the sake of th
man she loved.

"I'll go," said Tom. "But it is only fat
to warn you, sir, that I don't promis

3not to try to see Marjorie as often as
can."
"And I'll take very good care." retort

I ed Lampson. "that she sees nothing o
I you."
- Tom stalked angrily out of the room

So suddenly did he emerge, that th'> eavesdropping Harry had scarcely time
to dodge behind a portiere to avoid

tcolliding with him.
When he came home from college nex

afternoon-he lived only about a mile
from the university-Tom found waitini

ifor him a letter from Marjorie. Eagerl;
he opened It and read:
'"Sweetheart:-Dad is still fearfully

Iangry. He threatens to shut nya up ir
the house or send me to boarding schoo
or even to a convent if ever I dare speak
to you. You see, he isn't used to having
people talk back to him as you did last
night. And its made him all the more
bitter against you. CHe'd be the same
way, I'm sure, with anyone who tried t
marry me and take me away from him.;
But I'm not going to give you up. Tom

"I'd lots rather see you with his con,
reht. But I'm going to see you just thesame: even witWout his consent. Is thai
wrong" I hope not, because Tm going to
anyway. And besides, you gave him fali
warning.
"I'm going to slip out of the house foi

a few minutes after dinner this evening
Would you care to meet me? If yot
would I'll be at the College drug store
at about 8. All yours, Marjorie.'
The silly, schoolgirlish note seemed tt

Tom Blake the most magnificent sample
of epistolary English ever written. He
kissed it tenderly: then writing on the
enveope'"Her first love letter," he
stowed it away in his desk, In a comnpart.
ment reserved for his choicest teasures
Promptly at S Tom reached the Col.tege drug store. He glanced inside. Mar.

jorie was not there yet. But a half dozerSyouths from the university were gatherec
-at a counter, laughing noisily aves
something. Harry Lampeon was amona
them,
Before Tom could withdraw one of the

lads hailed him, calling:
"Look here! See what we've got."
He held up for inspection a sign board

on whose black surface was chalked is,
white the word "Udertaker."
"We're going to hang it under Dr.

Lenta's shingle. around. the corner
yonder," explained the youth. "The old
guy will be sore as blazes when he sees
it In the morning."
"Oh. don't waste time telling

Thomas Holler-Than-Thou-Blake about
it," sneered Harry Lampoon, "He'll
preach you a sermon on the sin of sign-
stealing and then sneak around end
warn old Lente "

Tom Blake walked up to him, very
quietly and with no Indieation of threal
or' bluster.
'T'm not gIL to preeching," he saM."a - a. ma m-n_am -

take back what you mid about that.
Here and now. Take it back."

"Here, you feliows!" called a cler.
"We don't want any scrapping in this
store."
"Theng's not going to be any scrapping,

Max," said Tom Blake, "because he's
going to take It back."

"If you think I'm afraid of you-"
sooffed Harry.
"I don't think .o. I know it," replied

Tom. "Take back what you said about
my sneaking."
"Oh-oh, pshaw. I take it back!"

growled Harry. his glance shifting be-
fore the coldly steady blase of the quiet
eyes that looked into his. "Anything for
peace!"
Tom nodded and turned away. The

boys, with their sign. presentif trooped
out. Tom watched a minute or so longer,
then left the store. He came face to face
with Marjorie. who was entering.
"Oh, I'm so glad you got my note!"

said the girl, as their hands met. "1
was afraid you'd be away from home or
something. Which direction shall we
walk?"
As she talked they had fallen into

step and were crossing the street Before
they could decide further as to their di-
rection an uproar a half block below
brought them to an abrupt halt. They
turned to locate the turmoil.
A hundred feet away, under the glare of

an electric light, a knot 'of six or sever
people were engaged In a decidedly live.
ly tussle. One of.the group was a police
man. Tom, at a glance, understood the
situation.
"They were going to hang an under,

taker's sign under Dr. Lentz's name.'
he explained to Marjorie, "and that cop
must have caught them at It and tried
to run them in. They're beating hir
up, the idiots! That's mean a night ir
the 'hoosgow' for some of them. They-
"Tom!" she cried, shrilly. "Oh. Tom

One of them is Harry!"
"Yes." said Tom, without interest. "I

see it is."
"But-oh, he is always getting into

trouble!" she went on. "He's certair
to be arrested. And Dad will never for-
give him. He said if Harry ever go1
into another scrape he- Tom, please-
please, for my sake, go over and ge
him away."'
"But-but-"
"Please, dear!" she entreate
And, stirred by the hint of tears ir

her entreaty, he reluctantly obeyed. Run.
ning across the street, he plunged into
the jostling group, arriving just as Harry
struck the policeman a glancing blow
on t e back of the neck.
"Get away from this!" ordered Tom

seizing Harry's arm and flinging hirr
back out of the struggle.
As he did so, the policeman turned t<

grapple with the man who had struc
him. Tom was where Harry had beer
standing and the buecoat grabbed him
Harry, seeing what had happened yelled
"Beat it. boys! Here come the re-

serves!"
In a moment the group had scattered,

leaving Tom a captive. Tom made nc
resistance, saying merely:
"You've got hold of the wrong chap.

officer. Another case of arresting the
'Innocent bystander!' '

"You're the lad that hit me." declaren
the policeman, puffing from his hard fight.
*I'll swear to that. Come along!"
Marjorie, seeing her lover's plight. rar

across the street to his rescue. Before
*he could reach him Harry darted out of
the shadows and caught hold of her
hand.
"Come away from this!" he said harsh-

ly. "and come quick! I'm not going to
have my sister mixed up in a police court
case!'
"But. Harry!" she exclaimed, fightinW

to free herself and to rejoin Tom. "He'l
be arrested. He-"
"Serve him right! The bullying prig."
"I must-"
"Tou must come home with me." rough-

ly interposed Harry, still propelling the
resisting girl along by sheer force. "TI
You don't, I'll tell Dad you were with Torr
Blake after you'd been ordered not to
And you can figure out for yourself what
Dad will do, then."
"You wouldn't be so onea-seo cow-

ardly-"
"Cut out calling me names! That's

just what I'll do--I'll tell Dad-tf you say
one word to clear that Blake prig! Irr
not going to get In bad at home for this
shindig. Besides. Blake's got ft coming
to him."
Weeping, she surrendered; fear over,

coming loyalty.
The university town's two morning pa

per$ next day contained lurid accounts
of what they termed "a student riot;'
and they added the Information tha:
Thomas Cowperthwalte Blake, a senior
at the university, had been the ringleader
and had been arrested for assaulting Of
ficer Hutch. Also, that the magistrate
had taken pity on Blake's youth and or
his family's social standing and had le
him off with a suspended sentence.
When Tom. after a hideous scene a

home. went to the university he found
a summons to report at once to the office
of the institutIon's president. To the
president's displeased inquiries, Ton
merely said:
"I had nothing to do with the fight

I was on the other side of the street
when I first saw it. I tried to get an
acquaintance out of danger. And, in
the scrimmage I was caught and ar.
rested. I give you my word I had nt
part in any of the rest of it."
"None of them ever has." said the pres-

dent. "They are always innocent."
"I hope, sir," answered Tom. "you are

not implying that I haven't told you the
truth."
"I am implying nothing." said the pres

ident. "If you are really Innocent you
probably have witnesses to prove it. You
say you were on the other side of the
street when you first saw the fight. Were
you alone'"
"No, sir."
'Then Eurely the person or persons

with you can prove your innocence."
"Yes, sir, if necessary. Though

don't like to bring her into this, I was
with a lady. If you will let me go int
your telephone booth there and call he;
up, I wilJ tell her you wish to ask he;
a few questions over the phone. You car
prove my story then. But I beg yor
will not let her name be mentioned out,
aide in connection with this."
"I agree to that," assented the presi.

dent.
Tonm entered the office booth and callem

up the Lampson home. Marjorie hersel
answered the ring. In a few hurre<
words he explained the situation and fin
ished by saying:
"All you need do. dearest, is to an

swer truthfully the questions he'll askc
Just say you were with me and that
interfered in the fight at your request
You needn't say Harry' was in it."
"But. Tom!" came the quavering repl:

over the wire, "I can't, dear. I can't
The president knows Dad1. He'd be cer
tain to mention it to him. And then 1I'<
be in awful trouble. That's why I didn'
interfere last night. Harry threatenet
to tell Dad I was with you. And-"
"All right, sweetheart," said Ton

gently. "Don't be frightened. I'm not
worth it, I'll manage somehow withou
your testimony. I've told him the truth
-And the truth is always sure to wir
out. Don't cry. It's all right."
He returned to the president..
"I regret, sir." said Tom. "That ma

witness cannot testify. But I have giver
you my word of honor that I-"
"That will do," the president cut bin

short, "Good day."
At a meeting of the faculty that aft-

ernoon Tom Blake was duly and publicia
egpelled from the university,
He himself brought hopn. the news. Hii

mother burst into a flodd of tesrs.
"Oh!" she sobbed. "What have I eve;

done that this disgface should fall or
me? I have trained you so. carefully!-
have taught you truth and hoesty and
uprightness from your very cradle. Ane
now you bring this horrible obanee cm us

i nta of alt Lhva dasm.I 36u.1"

His father. as stirred as she, took the
matter more stoically.
"Here!" he said, curtly. "Take this

money. It is 3100. Take it and get out
I don't want a black sheep in my fold. f
You have made your bed. Ie in it. I'm
done with you."

'ut, father!" persisted Tom. "I've i
done nothing wrong. I'm innocent."
"They don't expel innocent boys

from college," retorted his father.
"I am Innocent." insisted Tom. des-

perately. "I give you my word. Please
believe me. I've never lied to you.
Don't send me away like this. You
promised to take me into the business
and--"
"The business I built up," snapped

his father. "is not for ne'er-do-wells
to tear down. I take back that prom-
ise. You will leave the family you
have disgraced. I don't want you un-
der my roof another night."
While Tom was miserably packing

his few belongings a note was deliv-
ered to him. It was from Marjorie.
Toth read:
"Dearest:-I'm a coward. and I don't

suMose you can ever forgive me. But
you don't know what Dad is, when
he's in one of his rages. There t
nothing he wouldn't do if he found
out I'd disobeyed him. I couldn't hep
you, Tom; I just couldn't. But there'd
something I can do. And I've done it.
Uncle Roger was my godfather, and
he loves me better than anyone else.
I've just been to him and told him all
the whole story.
"He was splendid about it. He said:

Il help you both out. Send Tom
Blake to me and I'll give him a chance
In my own office. Since you believe
in him, so- will I. And in a year you'll
be of age. Then you can marry any-
one you want to. By that time, if
he's any good, he'll be making a mar-

rying salary. Tell him to come and
see me tomorrow.' Please go to him.
Tom. It's our one chance.

"Heartbrokenly. MARJORI1.
"P. .-I love you."
The next year was one of tireless work

and steady achievement for Tom Blake.
He more than justified the "chance' that
Roger I4mpeon gave him by bringing to
his new job a resistless energy. enthusi-
acm and adaptability that quickly won
his employer's approval.
"I thought I was doing you a favor,

Marjorie." Roger Lampoon said to the
girl one day. "by hiring young Blake.
But it was you who did nife a favor by
getting me such a man to work for me.
He's had two promotions this past year.
And he'b going to get a third and big-
ger raise next month."
"Next month"' echoed Marjorie "Why.

that's June. The month of weddings."
"And the month of your birthday." sup-

plemented her uncle. "You'll be of age
the first of June. won't you? Well, take
my advice-marry Tom Blake that day.
And I'll make your. peace with your
father afterward."
Marjorie sped to Tom with this inspired

suggestion. And the wedding date was
accordingly fixed for June 1.
Tom, aglow with delizht at the pros-.

pect. ando the promise of a raise in
pay. hurried back to the office after his
lunch time chat with Marjorie.

It was a busy day, and. during the aft-
ernoon a detail of work arrived that had
to be completed in haste. Tom at once
volunteered to stay after hours to finish
it.
When the rest of the staff departed he

bent over his desk. unweariedly tackling
the overtime job. His heart was light.
his brain brilliantly active. He verily be-
lieved he was the happiest man in all
America. One year ago he had been dis-
graced and cast out of his home. Today
he was a success, was on the highroad to
promotion, and in three weeks was to
marry the girl he adored. Small wonder
he whistled gayly over his work'
As he at jast laid aside the completed

task and reached for his hat and coat he
heard a rap at the door of the outer of-
fice. Answer the summons he admitted
James Sullivan, a customer of the firm.
"Hello. Blake." the visitor greeted him.

pulling a wallet from his pocket. "I sold
my old car this evening for $850. Here it
is. In fifties. Please ask Lampson to
keep it on deposit here till I get back to
town; in case he needs it to bolster up
any of m-y margins. I don't like the way
C. G. & X. closed today. And I don't
want to be wiped out. This will more
than cover any drop while I'm gone. I'm
leaving on the 11:30."
"But." objected Tom. "only Mr Larnp-

son and the cashier have the combination
of the safe. What shall I do with this
overnight' Where shall I put it"'
"Oh, just take personal care of it." sug-

gested Sulll'an. "That's all right.
You're as safe as a bank. Good night.
I'll have to hustle if I want that 10:30
train."
He was gone leaving Tom looking down

perplexedly at the V-' bills In his hand.
Tom. after a niomenlt's thought. went to
the telephone and called up Roger Lamp-
son at the itter's house. telling his em-

ployer of Sullivan's depodt.
"Put it somewhere for the night," re-

plied Lampson. "and turn it over to cash-
ier in the morning. Thanks. just the
same, for calling me up to let me know."
Tom opened a drawer of his desk: ti-en

reconsidered, and decided the money
would be safer in his own keeping. Offlce
thefts were not uncommon and there was

always the danger of fire.
So he took out a long envelope, wrote

his name and the firm's address on it.
put the money in the envelope, sealed it
and placed it in the inside pocket of
his vest. Then he locked the office and
went out into the street.
As he emerged into the fresh air. it

suddenly occurred to him that he had
eaten nothing since noon and that it was
now after 10 o'clock. All at once he felt
very hungry. He knew the dinner hour
at his boarding house was long past and
1he did not care to waste time and money
by going out of his way to the district
of the city where the larger restaurants
were still open. So he walked along,
keeping his eyes open for the sign of
some cheap eating house on his home-
ward route.
The hour was late and he was sleepy

as w'ell as hungry, so he took a short
cut through a network of squalid streets
to bring him to his own boarding place.
He had gone only a"Tew blocks when he'
noticed on a curtai~ned street window
the sign:
"Harding's cafs."
The window wee not over clean and

the street was uninviting. But hunger
is seldom fastidious. Tom entered and
found himself in a large and low-celled1
room, with bare tables scattered about
and sawdust on the floor.
A man with ragged whiskers wee

thumping an off-key melody out of a
shabby upright piano in one corner. At
several of the tables men sat eating or
drinking. There were one or two wom-
en in the place.
At a fay' table sat a half dozen young

men who were making not a little noise
over their drinks and who had evidently
dropped in at Harding's during a slum-
ming tour. Tom, with no great pleasure.
noticed Harry Lampson among them.
Not wishing to meet Harry, or any of

the latter's friends, and not at all liking
the aspedt of the place itself. Tom crossed
to an alcove near the door, partly
screened from the main room. There
he sat down at the alcove's single table
a'hd rang for a waiter.
Choosing a meal from the list displayed

on the greasy and much-thumbed menu,
he gave his order and sat back to wait.I
He was mildly irritated to find himself
In a resort so evidently savoring of the
underworld.
At best, he did not care for such places.

And now, with another man's money in
his pocket, he liked his doubtful sur-
roundings still lees. He was half minded
to get out at onoe. But he was very
hungry. And, on second thought, he re-
solved to wait for supper.

Idanie' Rseems sas a lady who lived by

o live by. he did not care for her
mLtromnymi. and early in her hectic ca-
eer she had changed it to "Luiette For-

eseuS." But an unappreciative police
orea had renamed her "Light-Fingered
Tsate had left Boston in considerable
aste, as a result of a departent store
Pickpocket scandal. And now. -with the
Lforesid unappreciative police forcemarching diligently for her, she had de-
ided to bury herself for a few 1weeks in
his more or less secluded university
own. where she had friends she could
aunt on to shelter her.
She had arrived In town an hour earlier
Lnd in a villainously bad temper. For
on the train a fellow pickpocket had been
o outrageously unprofessional as to
teal her wristbag by means of the simple>ld "razor trick." And the wriatbag had
ontained every dollar she had in the
world.
Guided by memories of other days, Is
ame straight to Harding's cafe. It hadseen a favorite resort of her's in her
Lpprentice years when she had been:ontent to 'lift" an occasional stickpin>r cheap watch. Harding, she knew.
would lend her enough money to keep
ier going for awhile.
Liz entered the main room of the cafe

Lnd glanced around with a seeming:arelessnesa which, none the less, took
n every detail and ever patron of the
)lace. Her roving glance at last paused
-at sight of something that promised to
3e interesting.
At an alcove table sat a well-dressed

young man In front of whom a waiterwas just then setting a cup of coffee.
L small steak and a 'bird bath" of viscid-
y slim fried potatoes. This by itself
vas of no great interest. But something
'lee was.
As the waiter leared over him. Liz

saw the young man raise his hand ner-
ously toward one side of his vest, as

if guarding something in a pocket there
3r else to make certain it was not gone.
That tip was quite enough for Light-Pingered Liz. Perhaps she might not

have to borrow money from Harding
Lfter all. She crossed to the alcove.
"Pardon me," she said, politely. "Do

you mind if 'I sit here? The outer room
.a so smoky."
"Not at all." said Tom absently, sur-

prised, but not knowing what else to say.
Ar~d he went on with his meal.
The girl picked up the menu and

studied it. But her flngsrs seemed to be
Iwkward For she let the greasy card
tall to the floor. It struck nea Tom'
feet. He stooped to pick it up
During the fraction of a second that his

head was below the table edge. Liz's hand
shot forward with unbelievable swift-
ness. dropped something into the cup
of coffee and returned as quickly to her
own lap. She thanked Tom as he gave
her the rescued menu and paid no further
heed to him-just then.
The hungry youth devoted his Wthole

attention to his greasy potatoes, his
tough steak and to his unusually rancid
coffee. The coffee, especially, displeased
him. It had a vile taste. It was almoat
bitter, in spite of the extra sugar he
'ut in it. But he was thirsty as well as
rnmished. And he made a clean job of
the unappetizing meal.
He reflected. as he finished, what a

pleasant effect even a bad supper can
have on a man's system. He had been
tired, nervous. ill at ease. Now he hadl
a sense of well-being. of drowsy con-
tentment, of peace with the whole world.
Presently he would start home. But, for
the moment, it was wondrously agree-
able to lean back in his seat and rest.
The room seemed to grow darker. and

a delicious sleepiness began to creep
over him, FIve minutes' nap, surely,
would do him no harm.
And now, the woman across the table

was speaking to him. He could not catch
what she said; but her voice was aw"eL
Now she was coming around to his own
EIde of the table. Was that her arm
around his shoulder. or-
Ton Blake was aware of a racking

headache, a rankly bad taste in his
mouth, a sense of nausea, He sat up and
blinked. He-yes, he must have been fast
asleep, For the hands on the clock over
the bar pointed to 1:3D.
The woman was no longer there,.

Neither were Harry's group of slummers.
Tom got up feeling very sick and made
for ?'he street. As he turned homeward
through the darkness he wondered if the
clock had registered l:3 or only 1-:30. His
hand went to his watch pocket.
His watch was gone. So was his chain

And his vest was unbuttoned. HIs fingers
flew to the inside pocket. It was empty
A gurgling cry, like that which Is

wrung from the dying, burst from Ton's
dry lips. For an instant all the world
spun crazily about him. Then suddenly
the shock cleared his brain of the drug-
mists. And he knew what had happen-
ed.
He understood now the racking head-

ache, the dryness of mouth. the nausea.
Yes, and he knew why the woman had
come around to his side of the table.
What was to be done? And, from long

habit. conscience answered: 'Tell the
truth" But his cooler judgment realized
that in the present case the truth was
the one thing he could not tell.
Who would believe he had gone to a

notorious slumming resort-through sheer
accideat' That a woman, with whom
he had had absolutely no dealings of any
sort, had robbed him without his knowl-
edge? It was preposterous.
"All my life." he muttered Vg himself

in sick resentment. "I've told the truth.
And all my life Tve gotten into trouble
by doing it. It doesn't pay. From the
time I was a baby until the time I told
Marjorie's father the truth about our en-
gagement people have been punishing me
for truth-telling. I've had enough of it.
My whole life's happiness is at stake. I'm
not going to be cheated out of it, for
something that isn't my fault. I'll save
that money, every cent of it, and pay it
hack. But, till then, I'm not goinr to
lose my chance or my sweetheart. Here
goes for my first lie!"
Retracing his steps. he made for the

office and stealthily let himself in with
his key. Going straight to his own desk.
he locked every drawer in it; then. with
a chisel broke all the locks.
After which he strewed papers about

the floor and left the top drawer wide
open. He performed the same feat
with three other desks. Then he went
home, leaving the office's outer door
unlocked.
Next morning as Roger Lampson

neared the office Tom caught up with
him and they entered together,

"I put that Sullivan money In the
top drawer of my desk last night."
Tom was saying as they went in,
"and locked It. I hope I did right. It
seemed safer than to carry It around
with me. I-what's the matter'" he
broke off in a loud-voiced dismay,
A group of emnployes were standing

in the center of the room. staring at
the havoc wrought on the previous
night,
"Somebody's broke In here!" piped

the office boy at sight of his em'
ployer. "Some one got in last night

Tom. with a gasp of apprehension,
ran to his desk.
"Gone!" he shouted, as he surveyed

the wreckage, "The Sullivan money's
gone! I put it .In this top drawer!
Look, Mr. Lamnpsonl The drawer has
been forced! Oh, why didn't I keep
the cash in my own pocket? Til make
it up to you, sIr. Il pay it back.
week by week. Out of my own salary.
Ill-"
"You'll do nothing of the sort, my

dear boy,'' contraditced Roger Iampson.
tquched to the heart by Tom's grief. "It
was no fault of your's, I--"
"Man from police headquarters to

see you. sir," reported the office boy.
ushering In a wooden-faced plain-
clothes detective and leading him up
to where Lampacn a~nd Tom were
standing.
"Good!" approved Lamnpson. "I was

going to phone thne police. Officer, has
your visit anything a 4a wte eaa. .ob-

"Maybe it has; mnaybe it hasn't." re-
.lied the plain-adasesa man. -I want to
we a man naed ThGma Blake of ths
bddress."
"I am Thomas Blake." put in Tom,saggard with a sudden undeftned dread.
'What do you want?''
"You needn't look so scared." maid the

letective. grinnIng' "This ain't a pinch.[t's good news for you. We got an alarm
!rom Boston last evenin' to look out fortwoman crook named Lisse Reisen-'ight-Fingered Liz' we call her. One of
,ur men just happened to nab her "e she
was comin' Out of Harding's joint. We
,earched her at headquarters. An' wefound-this!"
Dramatically he pulled out a long en-relope addressed. In Tom's own charac-teristic handwriting to "Thornas Blake.

!are of Roger Lampson & Co.. =l Mar-ket street."
One end of the envelope had been torn

)pen. The detective shook out of it a
sheaf of seventeen fifty-dollar bills.
"We took this off her," he went on."an' we gave her a taste of the thirdSegree till she talked. She says you'rea friend of hers an' that you an' her

wras drinkin' together at Harding's lastaight an' she lifted this from you before
rou had a chance to spend it on any one
else."
Five minutes later Roger 1&mpeonwas saying. with genuine sorrow In hisvoice:
"I'm not going to prosecute, Blake.But you re proved yourself not only athief but the most conscienceless liar[ ever had the bad luck to meet Icannot employ you any longer. Andmy sense of fairness will force me to

wa-rn any future employer of ynur'sthat you are a dangerous crook."
Tom walked, dazedly. out of the office.

His heart was dead His splendid pros-pects. his chance of employment, his self-respect, all were gone Nothing remainedror him in life. but Marjorie He must
go to her now-at once; tell her ever'-thing and trust to her love to make her
stand by him.
Tat was his one hope And. withMarjjorle at his side he could face a

whole disapprovmng world Marjorie. aft-er all, was what counted most in his
life. She was his future-his hope-hisheaven.
At the outer door of the building a

messenger boy halted him.
''Letter for you. Mr. Blake," said theboy.
Tom, with a thrill, recognized Mar-jorie's writing on the envelope In hishour of d:rest need. here was a word ofcheer from her' He tore open the en-velope and read
"Harry has just told me. And I never

want to see or hear of you agaln Heeays-end two of his friends corroboratehim-that he saw you last night In a slum
restaurant-lith a woman. When the,left the place her arm was around youand your head was on her shoulder

"I could have forgiven a.nithIng butthat. You have broken my beart Dad
and Harry have told me all along the
sort of man you are. but I wou:d neverbelieve them until now it Is proved"Please don't try to explain It is use-less. I know you now for what you are.Your whole life has been a lie--a lie tothe girl who trusted you. Good bye
"A lie"' muttered Tom, half aloud."Yes. the whole world is a world of lies.It's a world I'm tired of A world thathas cast me out. There a nothing left.Nothing. My rarem!" r-, woeg. my

sweetheart-l! gone
A long time he rtoo' motiorezs. Thenslowly be turn! toward the river Whenat last he stood on the pier above thefast--unning waters he spoke agaIn:"ife has been too much for me. Too

much when I told the truth, far toomuch. when I tt:rned from the truth. ItwI!: be good to rest "

He plunged forwardi and the greedy
waters seized his body: in their sw'iftembrace

BRITAIN'S FORESTS
IIARD HIT BY WAR

Problem of Preventing a Srions
Shortage of Timber Considered.

Lumbermen Imported.
SPKia Cable to '%e wea'toe eIg.
London, June !7 -Not even in the

days of the Armada and the wooden
walls of England was there such a tre
felling as is now goiig on in Great
Britain In every wood the sound of
the aix and the saw can be heard amd
lumber camps as picturesque as any on
the 3issouri are to be found as far
apart as the Scotch *fr woods and the
Windsor and New forests. where the
Canadian lumberman are working Be,-
hind the statement of Mr Acand In
the house of commors this ueck that
the Home Grown Trnber Communitee had
been successful in sec'ur:ng s-pplies
there lies a story of ore of the best
efforts that has been made !v any r"
ernment department to meet the pres-
en war emergen y
The emergency work of the commITtee

has included nc~t ory the imp'-tation of
Canadian lumibermen. u ho are now

working in three camps in the forests
mentioned above and 1- Devonshire. but
the importation of Irshrnen and even cf
Portuguese who are row emp:oYed in
cutting pit props to si;;p:y the Welsh
coal fields.
By an order-in-council under the

defense of the realm act the conrrnttee
has been empowered to commandeer all
the timber resources of the cour!-. but
so far their artion has been lit~d to
negotiation with the landowrne". who.
Mr. Acland says. "have met them mosU
fairly." This step was rendered neces-
sary L'y the fact that the government
had no large supily under its okn con-
trol Britatn was not aione in falung
to anticipate the corsumption of tIm-
ber which war mould entail1 In none
of the belligerent rountries, not even in
Germany. had a proper estImate been
made of the demand that would arise
for ash wood for wagons, for fir for
trench work, for woods for hutments
and for the thousand other needs of
the army.

BRITISH COST RISING.

London. June 17 -The cost of living Is
steadily going up throughout~ Great Brit-
ain. According to detailed statistics ob-
tained from official sources the average
Increase in the retail price of food since
the beginning of the war Is 55 per cent.
This figure relates to food only, and In
estimating the increased cost of living It
Is pointed out that this percentage must
not be applied to the total fatmil' ex-
penditure, hut only to that proportion
which Is expended on food.
Retail prices of food showed an Increase

of about 4 per cent In April. Both be-ef
and mutton showed an advance of sabout
6 per cent. namely of from his cents a
pound on the average. The decline ir. the
prices of flour and bread recorded last
month has been continued to a neghgible
extent 001)'.
Potatoes, which have been hitherto sub-

ject to lIttle more than the normal sea-
sonal changes In price, show this month
an advance of 42 per cent, from an a'er-
age of 10 cents for seven pounds to more
than 14 cents. The Increase in the tax on
sugar is reflected In a rise in the retael
price of about 10 per cent. Cr 1 cent a
pound. The average price of fish, bacon
and cheese was slightly higher May 1
than a month earlier.
Tea, milk, butter end margarine showed

little change In price, apart from an In-
crease from 10 to 11 oents a quart et
milk in a great part of London. The ma-
sanel decline in the price of egs en.
Uniei


